words, fit to catch butterflies, through the
sea of being, and expect to land all the fish
in it ? Why not take note simply of what
the particular sciences can as yet tell us*of
the world ? Certainly, when put together,
they already yield a very wonderful, very
true, and very sufficient picture of it. Are
we impatient of knowing everything ? But
even if science was much enlarged it would
have limits, both in penetration and in
extent; and there would always remain, I
will not say an infinity of unsolved problems
(because " problems" are created by our
impatience or our contradictions), but an
infinity of undiscovered facts. Nature is
like a beautiful woman that may be as de*
lightfully and as truly known at a certain
distance as upon a closer view; as to know-
ing her through and through, that is nonsense
in both cases, and might not reward our
pains. The love of all-inclusiveness is as
dangerous in philosophy as in art. The
savour of nature can be enjoyed by us only
through our own senses and insight, and
an outline map of the entire universe, even
if it was not fabulously concocted, would
not tell us much that was worth knowing